A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
the rest belong to the gloss-over type, the kind of
people who never face facts if they are unpleasant,
because they can afford not to. 1 was on leave ten
days ago, before my husband embarked for the East.
We stayed in an hotel in London. I saw two girls
from here with wedding rings and temporary hus-
bands with them? also from here! It is inevitable.
It is war/
As we reach my hotel the conversation ceases.
Madge's friends arrive. We repair to a private
sitting-room, and pass the time away in singing,
dancing, and drinking until ten minutes to ten,
when I insist on their leaving so as not to be late.
Madge stays behind, 'Aren't you coming, Madge?'
a red-haired A.S.C. driver asks. 'No/ she replies.
cFm going to stay on and talk to the general. I have
a pass until midnight.5 *Gh, oh9 oh/ they all cry
out, "and very nice too!3 'Say what you like/ says
Madge, 'you'll think it anyhow; one more scandal
in Boulogne won't matter!' 'And a general too/
chimes in redhead.
Madge and I talk on until eleven-thirty, when she
gets up to go.
I say good night, and see her into her car. She
waves a cheery au revoir and disappears into the
darkness. 'Good thing if they were all like her/
I muses cand what a topper her husband is - wish
I could have got him for command of one of my
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